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<>• W* *W W» »fi» *# melnyimik *»y*Br 
way, 

Transcendent as Venus, an<J bright as Aurora, 
From Neptune's Mrprag, to hail the new day! 
Foriorndo I wander, and ion£ time Jave lough* 

Thefoires.t, to***!*, for eter my themes 

Th**£fc m^S'Z^W *"&&* 
**E!S ^ ? orAl» # rw5#* 

S g f 7 Hf"^ *• 9Pttaje?Tdaugnter 
*■""■*■ «*em their flattery and olferTwer* 






My heart did her homage, and love wai mj 

theme ; 
She vow'd to be mine, the sweet cottager's 

daughter, 
That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding 

stream. . 

Then, why thus alone does she leave me to 

languish? 
Pastora to splendour could ne'er yield her hand; 
Ah I no, she returns to remove my sad anguish 
O'er her heart love and truth retain the com* 

mand: 
The wealth of Gdlconda could never havo 

bought her, 
For love, truth, and constancy still is her theme. 
Then give me kind Hymen, the cottager*! 

daughter. 
That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding 

stream. 



T&E BEGGAR GIRL. • 
by Mr. Sheftd&n. 

Ov&ft l hC mountain, and over the moor,' 
Barefoot and wretched, I wander forlorn t 

My father is dead, and my mother is poor, 
And she grieves for the days that Will never 
retuYn* 

Pity kind gentle folk, friends of humanity, 
Cold blows the wind, and the night's coming 
on; 

Give me some food to my mother in charttjv 
Give me some food, and I . JU begone. 



Call tnc not lazy-back, boffjrar, or bold enough 

Fain would I learn how to knit or to sew, 
1 hare two little brothers at home when they're 
old enough* 
Would work hard, with thanks, for the gifts 
you bestow, 
fcity, &c. 

Think while you revel so careless, and free. 
Secure from all harm, both well clothed and 
fed; 
Should fortune so change it, think how hard it 
would be, 
To beg at a doof for a mdrsel of bread. 
Pity, &c. 

A.M. . I - X 

fcAftKS OF DOON. 
by R. Burns. 

X E banks and braes of bona y Doon, 

How cad ye bloom so fresh a*na fair ? 
How can ye chant ye little birds 

while I'm so wae and fu' 6* care ? N 
Ye'll break my heart ye li title birds* 

That wanton thro' the flow'ring thorn, 
Ye mind rae of departed joys, 

Departed, never to return* 

Oft baVe I roam'd by .bonny Doon, 

To see the rose and woodbine twine* 
Where ilka bird sung o'er its note, 

And cheerfully I join'd wi* mine, 
Wi' heartsome glee I pu'd a rose, 

A rose out o' yon thorny tree ; 
But my ramie love has stown the rose, 

Ana left the thorn behind to me* 



Ye rosea blaw your bonny bloomp. 

And draw the wild bit da by the burn * 
For Luman promised me a ring, 

And ye maun aid me should I mourn, 
Ah' ! aa, na, na, ye needna mourn, 

My een are dim and drowsy worn; 
Ye bofiny birds ye peedna sing. 

For Luman never cao retu.ni. 

My Luman's love, in broken sigh?. 

At dawn of day by Doqii ye'se hear, 
And mid-day, by the willow green, 

For him I'll shed a silenj; tear. 
Sweet birds, I ken, ye'lf pity met 

And join me wi' a plaintive sang, 
Wiiile echo wakes, and joins the man* 

I make for him 1 loe'd sae Jang. 



BLEAK blow* the storm trponlhlrbreajt, 

Whose guest is life-constrrajng sorrow V 
Oh I lead me to some pjace of ^rest, 
Whepe 1 may dumber till fowinorrow* 

You view my faee— if once was fair— 
At least so said my chai-ming Har/y t 

But he is gone, and blacjfc les&fr 
It noartli* M of Wand^ihg Mary ! 

Bright shone our Withsome bridal boor, 
Love»hoo*Ms w**«witfa Mef»ute beaming* 

9utsoonhe.Wko^Stgelf«wpr; ' ** 

WbUai tftihfi WfiiiUj dr^min £ . 



A soldier's coat allnr'd ray lovr— 
I wept— I kneel'd — be would not tarry ;~* 

I pray'd him by the Pow'r* above 
Not to desert hit faithful Mary. 

Ala* I how shall I speak the rest ? 

The grief that's in ray bosom burning ? 
The cold clay wraps his bleeding breast, 

And can you blame his Mary's mourning ! 

Nor house, nor home, nor friend bare T, 
Except this babe, raj pledge of Harry i 

And famine dims his infant eye, 

That us'd to glad the mournful Mary. 

No thief am I, as some a] ledge, 

Through sore have cold and hunger tried me; 
1 pluck the berry from the hedge. 

When human aid is oft denied me. 

But hush, my babe, through large the load 
Of woes that we are doora'd to carry ! 

Within some cold grave's bledk abode 
You'll sweetly sleep with Waad'ring Mary ! 



THE DOWNHILL OF LIFE. 
by Mr. Collins. 

IN tbe the down-hill of life when I find I'm 
declining. 

May my fate no less fortunate be, 
Thau a snug elbow-chair can afford for reclining 

And a cot that overlooks the wide sea ; 
With an ambling pad poney,*o pace o'er the law 



While I carol away idle sorrow $ 
And, a* blilbe as tlie lark that each da; hails 
the dawn 
Look forward with hope for to-morrow. 

With a porch at my door, both for shelter and 
shade too, 

As the sunsbire or rata may prevail $ 
With a small spot of ground, for the use of the 
spade too, 

Ana a barn for the use of the flail ; 
With a cow for my dairy, a dog for my game. 

And a purse when a friend wants to borrow,— 
I'll enyy no ftabob his riches or fame. 

Or what honours await him to-morrow. 

Jfropi the bleak nor ttow blast may mjr cot bo 
completely 
Secnr'a by a neighbouring hiU ; 
And at night my repose steal upon me more 
aveelly* 
By the tide of a rour muring rill * 
And while peace and plenty I find at my board, 
With a heart free from sickness and sorrow, 
flf share with my friends what to-day may at*- 
ford, 
And let them spread tjie tabic to-morrow. 

And when I at last must throw off this frail 
covering 
I've worn for threescore years and ten, 
On the brink of the grave I'll not seek to keep 
ho v 'ring, 
Nor my thread wish to spin o'er again : 
Put my face in the glass I'll serenely surrey, 



N 
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Apd with srfkf count tosth wrinkle aodffrr* 
row , — 

JLm this old worn-out stuff, which is tbread*»bif« 
to-day, 
Jlay become everlasting tO*morrow* 



THE WOODLANDS 

UaW •lectin the woodtaricfo, with fleet hemai 

and horn, 
T© wafcou thrift ectto* and tele the fresh mo'rni 
Bat hard U the chace my fond herfrt tenst pur- 

For Daphne, fair Daphne is loet to m-y view* 

A*itf we, chairt* Diatt* ttte tryttjA to fewitf, 
If ore wild than the roebuck/ and vtmg'd with 

In pity overtake her, who wounds s&iftie flies 
Tho' Daphne's pursued Hw Myrtillo that dies. 



C4L&DONU. 
Ay A. Burnt. 

^TtoSmtrtJVc* o" sweet mjrrlfes, let fore^n 
ratios reckftn, 
Where hrkht beaming summer e'ihale their 

fir AJftSrW WeyoAldhS #en b* green fireefc. 

Whiffle flhA ttttm4)f| friofrfoelangyeuW 



Far dearer to me* yon humble broom bowers* 



1* 

Where tbe blue-beti and gemot iork lowlj 
unseen ; 
for there lightly tripping amang the wild flow- 
ers, 
«A-list'ning the lionet* aft wanders my Jean. 

Tho' rich is the breeze, in their gay sunny Tal- 
lies, 
And cauld Caledonia's blast on the wave $ 
Their tweet scented woodlands, that skirt tht 
proud palace, 
What are they ) — the haunt o' the tyrant and 
(lave I 
The slave's spicy forests, and gold-bubbling 
fountains, 
The brave Caledonian views wi' disdain : 
He wanders as free as the wind on his moun- 
tains, 
Save love's willing fetters — the chains o' his 
Jean. 

• • ■■ 

THE WOUNDED HUSSAR* 
by Mr. Campbell. 

ALONE to the banks of the dark rolling 
Danube 
Fair Adelaide hied when the battle was o'er 
O whither, she cried, hast thou wanderM my 
true love, 
Or here dost thou welter or bleed on the shorn 
What voice have I heard ? 'twas my Henry thajl 
sigh'd 
All mournful she hastenM, nor wander^ *f 
'fiuv 



IS 

When bleeding, and low cm the ^healh, shr 
descried, 
Bj the light of the mooo her poor wounded 
Hussar. v 

From hU bosom, that heaved, the last torrent 
wai streaming, 
And pale was hi» visage deep marked with a 
scar, 
And dim was that eve once expressively beaming 
That melted in love, and that kindled in war, 
How smit was poor Adelaide's heart, at the 
sight, 
Bow bitter she wept ©*er the victim of war : 
«« Bast thou come, my fond love, this last 
sorrowful night, 
To cheer the loiie heart of your wounded 
Hussar- 

« Thou shart live,'* she replied ••heaven'* merer 
relieving 
Each anguishing wound, shall forbid me to 
mourn*" 
*« Ah ! no, the last pang in my bosom is 
heaving, 
No light of the morn shall to Benry return: 
Thou charmer of life, ever tender and true, 
Ye babes of my love that await me afar,*' 
Bis faultering tongue scarce could murmur 
adieu I 
When he sunk in her arms, the poor wound- 
ed Hussar. 

B 
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AtJID LAN«SYff«> 

SfiOUliD auld atquaiDtaote he forgot* 

And never brought to mind ? 
Should aald acquaintance be forgot, 

And days ©' langsyae ? 

iter auld fongsyne, my dear, 

For auld langsyne, 
We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet» 

For auld langsyne. 

We twa hae run about the braes. 

Aad pu'd the £o wans <ine ; 
But we've wandered many a weary fit 

Sin' auld langsyne., 

For auto langsyne, &c* 

We twa hae paid'lt in the burn, 
„ When ttmrnerdgys weft fnvte* k 
But seas between us braid hae roar'd 
Sin' auld J*ng*£iie. 

For auld langsyne, &c. 

And there's a hand, my trusty friend, 

And giet a hand e' $bine i 
Ana too* the cujj to friettdsttip'sgceiHb, 

And auld Jangaytte; 

For auld Jaagsf ne. 4ft. 

.And surety ^11 be yw piat-*te«p» 

As sure as I'll be mine, 
And we'll tak a right guid wally-waught, 

For auld langsyne, *c. 
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THE OATS 0' LANGSYN0. 

"W^HBN war had broke in on the peajce o* 

auld men, 
.And frae Chelsea to arms they -were summoned 

agnin, 
Twa ^et'rav* grown gray, wi* their muskets 

lair foil'd, 
Wi' a sigh were relating how hard they had 

toil'd : 
The dram it was beating, to fight they iodine. 
But aye they look back on the days o' langsyne. 

Oh ! Davie man, weel thou remembers the 

time, 
When twa brisk yqqng cajlans, an' just jn our 

prime, 
The prince led us, cpnquer'd, *n|l tbow'4 «• the 

*»y. 

An' roony a fcraw <$ie)<jl we turn'4 caujd on 

that day i 
Still again would I yeniure this auld twink of 

Could our gen'rals but lead, or we fight like 
langsyw, 

But garrison duty is a* me can do, 

Tho* our arms ate worn weak, jet our heart* 

are still true ; 
We fear'd neither danger by land or by sea,, 
For time is turn'd coward, an* no )©u aud mcj 
And tho' at our fate we may sadiy repine, 
Youth winua return, nor the strength «' laug* 

syne. 



t6 

When after our conquests, it jots me to mind, 
How thy Jean, car ess'd thee, and roy Meg was 

kind ; 
They shar'd a' our dangers, tho* ever sae bard. 
Nor card we for plunder, when sic our reward, 
K?'a now, they're resolv'd baith their name* to 

resign, 
■And to share the hard fate they were u»*d te 

langsyne. 



THE COT OK THE HILL* 

MlNE be a cot beside a hill, 
A bee-hive's hum shall soothe my ear* 

A willowly brook that turns a mill. 
With man j a fall shall linger near. 

The swallow 1 oft beneath my thatch, 
Shall twitter from her day-built nest • 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch, 
And share my meal, a welcome guest* 

Around my ivied porch shall spring 

Each fragrant now'r that drinks the dew, 

And Lucy at her wheel shall sing, 
Iu russet gown and apron blue. 

The village church among the trees. 
Where first our marriage vows were given, 

With merry peals shall swell the breeze. 
And point with taper spire to heav'n. 
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PARTING MOMENTS. 

VVfllLE I hang on ypar boaom, distracted 
x to lose you, 

Bigh avells my sad tapt, and fcfft my tears 
flow | 
Tct think not of coWae#* tbey fall to accuse 
yon, 
Did 1 ever upbraid you ? Ghl w, my love, 
no ! 

I own it woa'd please me, at borne eou'd yon 
tarry, 
Nor e'er teel a wisb froni Maria to go ; 
But if it gives pleasure to you, my dear Harry, 
Should I blame your fteparUne ? Oh i no, 
ray love, no I 

Oh, do not dear Ral» while abroad you are 
straying, 
That heart, which is mine, qn a rival bestow* 
Nay, banish that frown, such displeasure be* 
tray in;! 
Pp. you tbiak I lflfpecft y*» J Oh 1 no, ay 
love, no ! 

J think you to* fcynslfcr amtuiMtlo grte^a 
me, 
Or plantwahflartthafcttdoafa you such woes 
Xet iboa/4 jm dtshanonr my kuth aad.de- 
ceiTe am, 
gpjatt I /a|«r <*ap« to Iota. y*« * Oil 1 no, 
nyitietnol' 

Bl 



u 

DULL CARE. 

BEGONE, dull care, I pry'thee begone from 

me, 
Begone, dull care, thou and I shall never agree; 
Long time thou hag* been tarrying here, 

And fain thon would'st me kill ; I 

But l'faith. dull care, ! 

Thou uever shall have thy will. 

Too much care will make a young man look 

gray j 
And too much rare will turn an old man to clay 
My wife shall dance, and 1 will sing, 

So merrily patw the da* ; 
For I hold it one of the wisest things 
To drive dull care -away. 



T 



THE EXILE OF ERIN. 
by Mr, Campbell. 

HERE came to the Beach a poor Exile of 
Erin, 

The dew on his thin robe was heavy and chill, 
For his country he.sigh'd when at twilight re- 
pairing, 

To wander alone by the wlnd*beaten hill: 
But the day-star attracted bis ayes sad detotion 
For it rose on its own native Isle of theoctan, 
Where once in the flow of his youthful emotion, 

He sung the bold anthem of Erin go Bragh. 

sad is mv fate, said the heart-broken stranger, 
The wild deer and wolf to a covert can flee, 



1? 

But I have no refuge train famine and danger, 

A home and a country remain not for me. 
Ah, never again in the greeu shady bowers, 
Where my forefathers Tiv'd, shall 1 spend the 

- sweet hours. 
Or cover nay harp with the wild woven flowers, 
And strike the sweet numbers of Erin go 
Bragh. 

Oh, Erin, my country, tho'.sad and forsaken, 

In dreams 1 revisit thy sea-beaten shore; 
But, alas ! in a far foreign land 1 awaken, 
And sigh for the friends that can me et me no 
more. 
And thou, cruel fate, wilt thou never replace 

roe— 
Ib a mansion of peace, where no peril can enact 

me, 
Ah, never again shall my brothers embrace me. 
They died to defend me, or live to deplore. 

Where now is my cabin door, so fast by tho 
wild wood. 
Sisters and sire, did weep for its fall f 
Where if trie mother that look'd on my child- 
hood? 
And where is my bosom friend, dearer than 
all? 
Ah, my sad soul, Ion; abaadon'd by pleasure, 
Why did I doat on a fast-fading treasure ? 
Tears, like the rain, may feH without measure, 
But rapture and beauty they cannot recall. 

But yet all its fond recollections suppressing. 
One dying wish my fond bosom shall draw, 



Erin, an exile bequeaths thee his blessing 
Land of my forefathers-— Erin go Bragh. 
Buried and cold, when my heart stills its moti- 
on. 
Green be tby fields, sweetest isle of the ocean 
And thy harp-striking bards sing aloud wi A 
devotion, 
Erin mavoureen, sweet Erin go Bragh, 



THE WANDERING BEGGAR. 

TlS for bread, 'tis for life, dearest lady, I sue, 
I'm no wanton, betiere me, too' poor I am true. 
From daybreak till dark, all forsaken I mourn, 
For alas! I've no friend, nor parents at home, 
I'm a poor little wandering beggar. 

I would not solicit thine aim* or thine aid, 
Were the power but mine to toil for my bread, 
But by nature 4itabled, and h'nd'red from gun, 
Here's no hope for the heart, nor no end to the 
pais, 
Of the poor little wandering beggar, 

fkmkh thanks, gerfrous lady my wants are 
' >•• supplied, 

%>* for f hi» I had sunk, but for this I had diedt 
'iHl the latest of life, I'll remember thy care, 
Aft* the Being who hears, will comply wit* the 

•' pray'r 

Qf the poor little wandering beggar. 



Wi 
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THE L\f>FOR THE LASSES. 



r HEN I was a little boy, no higher thus 

yotir knee, * 

A merry boy, a chubby boy, as any you 

shall see. 
Oh the lasses bo* they handled roe ! 
They fondled me, and dandled me 
_ And call d me a cunning little knave ; 
Out of their pockets they pull'd out such pretty 

little things. 
And cried, Come along, you young rogue, you 
funny little thing, 
J rattled well — i prattled well, 
I rated weH— I prated well, 
In skort 1 was the v ery lad the lasses wish'd to 
have* 

'When I grew a little man, a comely little man, 
Good lord 1 how nimbly after nic the village 
lasses ran, 
Admiring me — desiring me, 
So teasing me— and pleasing me ; 
I a nod to alt the pretty creatures gave, 
Dress'd fine and smart, my hat I cock'd at all 

I he girls 1 met. 
Every where, at wake and fair, was always 
sure to get : 
One kiss, said T — she'd cry. Oh fie ? 
And look so sly— but then com ply ; 
In short 1 was the very lad the lasses wish'd fo 
have. 

Now when I am a married man, for a married 
man I'll be, 



For oh I know afittfegidthatfawy fond of rot 
The young ones — hqw HI handle e*m, 
1'U fondle 'era — and dandle era, 
And cajl them my dear little babes t 

My girls then like their mother will gaily work 
. and aiog. 

My boys shall boldly fight far country and kings 
And if like roe they chance tp be, 
With air and grace, and such a face, 

I think they'll be the very lads the lanes wish 
to. have. 



BLACK-EYED SUSAK. 

ALL in the Dpwns the fleet was ihoortf, 

The streamers waving in tbe wind, 
When black-eyed Susap came on board, 
Oh 1 where shall 1 ray true-love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true, 
Does my sweet William sail among your crew I 

William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd with the billows to and fro, 

Soon as her well-known voice be heard, 
He sigh'd, and cast his eyes below : 

The cord slides swiftly thro' his glowing hands, 

An4 quick as light'ning on the deck be stands, 

$o the sweet lark, high-pos'd in air, 
Shuts close bis pinions to his breast, 

(If chance his mate's shrill call he hear) 
And drops at once into her uest, 

The noblest captain in the British fleet 

Might envy William's lips those kisses sweet* 
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O Sown, Stmm , lately dear ! 

My vows shall ever true remain i 
Let mtkbftofftlifct Mling tear, 

We only part to ibeet again * 
Charge an ye lift, )'* wvwte, my heart shall fr 
The faithful compass that still points to thee. 

Believe not iriftat the landsmen Bay, 

Who tempt tb dotibt th J fconstarft mind, 

They'll tell thee* ttttors, whteri away, 
In ev'ry port a mistress find i 

Yes, yes, belie** tfcetti, itheii ihey tell the so, 

For thou art t>te*efet wtieresoe'er 1 go* 

If to far India's coast Ire sail, 

Thy eyes are teen in diamonds bright ;* 
Thy breath in Aftftfc tpity gale. 

Thy skin is ivory so white < 
Thus ev'ry beswtei»m> Object ttrtrt i view, 
Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue* 

Tho' battle calls me from thjr *rm*, 
Let not my pretty gnfera toon rti ; 
Tho' cannons war, yet safe from h arm^ 

William shall to his dear return ; 
Love turns aside Dhe Mis that Totmi roe Hf , . 
Lett precious JPeMtahdule' drop Item Susan's eye 

The boatswain gate the dreadful word. 

The sails their smUfc g ftoiom tyrekd 9 
No longer must she atny on hottHft : 

They kiss'd, fee ligh'd* he fcuftg hfoTfceaA, 
filer less'fchlg ftsjttt ittfrRlrog to** to land $ 
Adien, she cries, attd WtVM her lilfy hand. 



24 

THE PRISONERS WELCOME, 

WELCOME, welcome, brother debtor* 

To this poor, but merry place* 
Where no bailiff, dun, nor setter, * 

Dare to §hew his frightful face ; 
But, kind sir, as you're a stranger, 

Down your garnish you must lay, 
Else your coat will be in danger * 

You must either strip or pay. 

Ne'er repine at your confinement 

From your children, or your wife ; 
Wisdom lies in true resignment 

Through the various scenes of life ; 
Scorn to shew the least resentment. 

Though beneath the frowns of fate t 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, 

Fears and cares attend the great 

Though our creditors are spiteful 

And retain us captives here, 
Use will make a gaol delightful. 

Since we've nothing else to fear ; 
Etery island's but a prison, 
' Strongly guarded by the sea ; 
Kings and princes, for that reason, 

Prisoners are, as well as we. 

Fray, w^hat made Great Alexander 

Weep at his unhappy fate ; 
'Twas because he could not wander 

Beyond the world's strong prison gate* 
For the world is also bounded . 

By the heavens and stars above i 
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Why should we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing free but love ? 



THE LAND 0' THE LEAL. 
ty R. Burns. 
I'M wearing awa, Jean, 
Like snaw when its thaw, Jean, 
I'm wearing awa 

To the laud o' the leal. 
There's nae sorrow there Jean,. 
There's nae cauld nor care, Jean, 
The day is ay fair 
la the land o' the leal. 

Ye were ay leal an' true, Jean, 
Your task's ended now, Jean, 
^od I'll welcome you 

To the land o' the leal. 
Our bonny bairn's there, Jean . 
Che was baith gqid and fair, Jean, 
And we grudg'd her right sair 

To the land o' the leal. 

Then dry that tearfu' e'e Jean, 
My soul Jangs to be free, Jean, 
And angels wait on me 

To the land 6' the leal. 
Now, fair ye weel my ain Jean, 
This warld's care is vain, Jean, 
We'll meet and ay be fain 

la the Undo' the leal, 
C 



t6 

TflE SOLDIER'S RETCRX. 

XWAS » the ev'niBg ef a wintry &*y f 

When safe returning from a long campaign, 
Allen, o*ertoil'd and weary writh the way, 
Came home to see his Sally onee again. 

His hatter'd arms he carelesly threw down* 
And vtew'd his Sally with enraptured eyet # 

But sbe receiv'd him With a modest frown ; 
She knew not Allefa in this rough disguise. 

Hi* hair was knotted, and his beard unsftorn* 
His tatter'd 'coutrements about him hung* 

A tear of pleasure did his cheeks adorn, 
And blessings fell in torrents from his tongne. 

" Am I so altered, by this cruel trade, 
That you your faithful Allen have forgot ? 

Or has your heart unto some other stragr'd t 
Ah ! why did 1 escape the mure'riagjhot. !" 

When this she heard, her Wonted colour fied. 




fess'd. 



« Oh ! my delight, though alter'd as tnon niftj 
Reduced by honest courage to this stmit, 

Thou art the golden treasure of my heart. 
My long-lost busfcani), ana mj mim'&frr 
mater 



THB THORN. 

£ ROM the whiteUftnora'd sloe, raj dear Chlpe 
requested* 
A tprig her fair breast to adorn ; 
)?o, by heaven, I exchum'd, may I perish, if 
ever 
I plant in that bosom a thorn. 

When I sheVd her a ring, and implor'd hei to 
marry, 
She blush'dirke the dawning of morn % 
Yes, I'll consent, she reply'd if you'll promise; 
That no jealous rival shall laugh me to scorn, 
Vo, by heaven ! I exdaim'd my I perish* if 
ever 
I plant in, that bosom, a thorn,, 



LOVE AND GLORY. 

X OUNG Henry watattaave a youth, 

As ever grac'd a martial story ; 
And Janet WW. feu* aa lavely truth, 
. She, sigM for love, and he far glofy. 

With her his faith he meant to plight ; 

An4 tqld her many a gallant story ; 
Till war their honest joys to blight, 

Catt'd him, away fcoui love to glory. 

Brave Henry met the foe with pride, 
Jane folio w'd~ fought — ah, hapless story f 

. In man's attire, by Henry's side, 
$he died for love and he for glory. 



FROM THEE, ELIZA, J MUST GO. 

By Burns 

FROM thee, EKza, I roust go, . 

And from my native shore ; 
The cruel fates* between us throw 

A boundless ocean's roar. 
But boundless ocean's roaring wide 

Between my love and uie, 
They never, never can divide 

My hearted sou) from thee. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear, 

The maid that 1 adore, 
A boding voice is in mine ear, 

We part to meet no more 1 
But the last throb that leaves my heart, 

While death stands victor by, 
That throb, Eliza, is thy part, 

And thine that latest sigh 1 



THE BEAUTIFUL MAID. 

^fly HEN" absent from her my soul holds moat 
dear. 

What medley of passions invade j 
In this bosom what anguish, what hope, an* 
what fear, 

I endure for my beautiful maid 
In vain 1 seek pleasure to lighten my grief. 

Or quit the gay throng for the shade : 
tfo retirement or solitude yield me relief 

When away from my beautiful maid. 



BpB.Burm. 

O WlLfrY bjew'4 a* peck ©' maut, 
And Rob and Allan, qua' to see ; 

Three blither hearts, that lee-lang nigkt, 
Ye wadna find in Ghostepdie. 

We are nt fout, we're on that feu, 
But just a drappie m our e'e ; 

Tbe cock may craw., the day may daw % 
Bat ay we'll taste the barley brie. 

Here are we me** three mesry bays, 
Three merry ho$s, I trow, are we; 

And raony a Bjght we've merry beea; 
And mony matr we hope to be ! 
We are naifou, &«. 

It is the moon, i fceto her fcoro. 
That's blinkin' in the lift aae hie i 

She shines sae bright to wyle us ham?. 
But by my sooth skefyt wajt a wee t 
Wearemfiau, &* 

Wha first shall esse to gaag aw,a% 
A cuckold, coward loon is he 1 
Wha first beside his**** shall *a% 
1 HeisthekiDgananguvtfcre*!* 
Wa are n»A>», s%e. 



MY NAME, 0> 
by R* BurH». 

BEHIND yon hills where Stinchar flows, 
'Maug moors an 1 mosses many, ! * 

The wintry sun the* day has clos'd, 
An' l'Jl away to Name, 0. 

The westlin wind blaws loud an' shrill ? 
, The night's baith mirk and rainy* O' 
But I'll get my plaid an' out I'll steal 
An' ow're the hill to Nanie, O. 

lly Name's charming sweet an' young 
Nae artfu' wiles to 'win ye, : 

If ay ill befa' the flattering tongue 
That would beguile my Name, 0. 

Her face is fair, her heart is true, 

As spotless as she's bonie, $ 
The op'ning gowan, wat wi* dew, 

Nae purer is than Nanie* 0* 

A country lad is my degree, 
An' few there be that ken me O % 

But what care I how few they be, 
I'm welcome ay to Nanie, O. 

My riches a's my penny-fee, 

An' I maun guide it cannie, O 
But warl's gear ne'er troubles me* 
' My thoughts are a' my Nanie, 0. 

Our anld guidmac delights to view 
His sheep an' kye thrive bonie, O » 

But I'm as blythe that bauds his pleugh, 
An' has nae care but Nanie, 0. 
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Come weel, come woe, I care a& by, 
I'll tak what heav'n will sen' me, O ; 

Nae ither care in life hare I, 
Bat lire an' love my Name, O. 



THE BLUE BELL OF SCOTLAND. 

Oh* *here» and oh, where is jour Highland 

laddie gone r 
He's gone to fight the French for King George 

upon the throne : 
And it's, oh, in my heart, I wish him safe at 

home. 

Oh, where* and oh, where did your highland 

laddie dwell? 
He dwelt in merry Scotland, at the sign of th« 

Blue Bell » . 
And it's oh, in ray heart, I love my laddie well. 

In what clothes, in what clothes is your High- 
land laddie clad ? 

His bonnet's of the Saxon green, his waiscoat'a 
of the plaid; 

And it's oh, in my heart, I love my Highland 
lad. 

-Suppose, and suppose that your highland lad 

should die? 
The bag-pipes should play over him, I'd sit me 

down and cry : 
And if s oh, in my heart, 1 wish he may not die 



A MAP^S A M AF, FOR % .TtWJV 

Is there for honest poverty, 
Wh a hang* His keid, aod a* tfi at * 

The coward slave we pass him by, 
And dare be poor, for a* that, 

For a' that, and a' that^ , . 

v Otr tails o&scnre, W * f that, 

TJljifV* « lwUhe<jroneM!«»P» 
' The tnan's the gowd, for a* tt^k 

VftnU th©«£b ©a hftreefy fare we dfoo. 

We're hodden erey, and a* that > 
(siefsjollfteir srtk, and knaves their wme, 

A man's a roan for a 1 that, 
For a' that, and a' thai, 

Tlugr 'titaseE shew, an* a* that; 
An honeft man, though ne'er sae poor,, 

Js^kf^wefi^foran&ut. 

Wha struts and stares, and a' that, 
thg ht^T^Trt*d*ip*t A* wo** 
He t s but a cuif for a* thjffc • 

His ribband, star, and a* thajt.s. 
4 man, if uyfcgw&f n> «Jfcdy 
Caii look, and laugh at a' that. 

Anjionert man's abpon;hi| mj«&V 
CkthJfaiffi he manna fit' tfiaU 

For a' that, and a! thai, 
«i» *gi*Kie*, and' a J that t 

The pith o* sense, and pride o' worth, 
Aw grandeur far than a* that 
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Then let us pray thai come it may* 

As come it •hall for a' that ; 
That lease an worth o'er a 9 the earth* 

Shall hear the gree, and a' tbat * 
For a' that, and a' that, 

lt'0 coming yet, for a' that * 
That man to man, the warld o'er; 

Shall brothers be, for a' that 



TAK' YOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT YB* 
By AU&n Rmmscy. 

MJS winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 

And frost and snaw on ilka hill, 
And Boreas, with his blasts sae bauld, 

Was threat'ning a' our ky to kill * 
Then Bell my wile, wha loves na strife* 

She said to me right hastily, 
Get up, goodman, save Cromy's life, 

And tak' your auld cloak about ye. 

My Cromy is a useful Cow, 

And she is come of a good kine $ 
Aft has she wet the bairns' mon', 

And I am laith that she should type $ 
Get up* Goodman, it is fou time. 

The sun shines in the lift fou hie j 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 

Go tak' your aula cloak about ye. 

My cloak was anes a good grey cloak. 
When it was fitting for my wear > 

But now, 'tis scantly worth a groat, 
For I hate worn't this roony a year % 
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Let's spenj.tto get* thttb w% have woa> ' 
We little k«d tte day We'll die ? 

7 hen ('Ik to prawa> sitae, r hare swem 
To hay? a-.ntw. (float about me* 

In days when qqt I^kjg Robert ran* 

His hose tlfcsy cost hut halfta cro^n *, 
Yet said they we*© a groat oto dea*, 

And ca'd the taylor wef ana lown, 
Be was the King that wore the crown, 

And thou a man of laigh degree | 
Tm pride put* fr* Me etentry dfewnt 

Sae tak' yejw, ajsJA elsafe a*out ye* 

E?ery JjboA has iU am laugh, 

Ilk kind ftf tacti it has if» fcotl* 
I thinkUe w«rid ift^gwe djrft. 

When ilkai wif<t het man. wod fab t 
Do y^aatM» »a*i Jbw* y mo4 r|ab^ 

Bow they ^0>dkd gjsHanliyy 
While LsJfchurkle* itttKas*! 

I'll ha** a new eUk afrtufrnr* 

Goodman, i wate.'^Uiinteytfltj 

Since we M*M *&&& \ffk\ 
And we have ha^ba^ejn ,^ Maa 

Of la&ap* bo^S Ifp*** teg * 
Now they are wouieii ff wwft a^man A 

I wish ajpdjijfty wefqpaj tfecQ be, ;. 
And if you'd ptoy^ a goo4 hSihftnjA* 

E'en ta£ jc^r aytt 4«& ahgujf je# 

Bell my wife. she.Jf>yef>i)a s^ff, 

But she wood: g^Ufc me if sM «aju 
And, to majnjam ap e*sy. life. 



Nought's *» *e Moil «t wdtnatrt MM, 
Unless he give, her a' the pie*; 

Then 1*11 leave an where I began, 
And tak' t*J MM elofck sftoW me 



FAREWELL TO AYRSHIRE. 
ty It &itrn*. 

ScENRS of w*e s*d scenes «* pMsvr* 

Scenet that former thcusjhts itsuewt 
Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure* 

Now a sad and last adiec. 
Bonny Doon, sae sweet at g46afcn»g»» 

Fare thee well fcefore 1 gssajr,. 
Bonny Doon, wha, eslrly rornwii^ 

First I wefcv'd the rustic sang. 



Bower adieu ! where to*e4efcoyi0g; 

First enthrail'd tfaisheaH <tf *si**s 
There the safest sweets enjoyiiMr, 

Sweets that mem'ry ne'er shall tine. 
Friends, so near my bosom ever, 

Ye hae render'd mo men t s xlear ; 
But alas ! when forc'd to sever, 

Then the stroke, O how severe. 

Friends that parting tear reserve It, 

Tho* 'tis ft n.il>ly dear to rite ; 
Could I think I did deserve it, 

How rotten happier would I be ? 
Scenes tffwe* and scenes of pleasure. 

Scenes that former thoughts renew ; 
Scenes of wrte and scenes of pleasure, 

Now a sad and last adieu I 
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THE DEATH OF MARY. 
$9 Mr. G. Solomon. 

XjOUD scot? I'd tfce win<| across the moor, 

And chaos seem'd the night, 
The waves in fury dash'd the shore, 

When Mary took her flight. 

With hurried step the beach she trac'd, 

The woe-worn child of care ; 
In plaintive lay, her grief she spoke, 

Expressive of despair. 

The victim of seductive art, 

Of innocence despoil'd ; 
Ingratitude had piere'd the heart, 

Of Nature's fairest child. . 

On yonder cliff, with tearless eye, 

She gaz'd upon the deep : 
An angel caughjt the half-drawn sigh, 

And clos'd her life' in sleep 1 



THE TOMB OF LOVE. 

ADIEU thou dreary pile, where never diea 
The sullen echo 1 of repentant sighs : 
Y e sister mourners of each lowly cell, 
lnurn'd to hymns and sorrow, fare ye well : , 
£or happier scenes I fly this darksome grove* 
To sawU'a prison, but a tomb to love* . 



THE NEGHO BOY. 

YVHENturarice enslaves, the mind, 
And selfish views alone bear sway, 
9fan tore* a savage to his kind, 
And blood and rapine mark bis way, 
Alas ! for this poor simple toy, * , 
I sold a blooming Negro Boy, 

Ifis father's hope, his mothers pride. 
Tho* black, yet comely to the view, 
I tore htm helpless from their side. 
' And gate him to a ruffian crew.— 
To fiends, that Afric's coast annoy, 
Isold tb$ blooming Negro Boy. 

From country, friends* and parents torn, 
His tender limbs in chains confin<d, 

I saw him o'er the billows borne. 
And mark'd his agpny of mind* 
• Bat still to gain the simple toy. 
1 gate away the Negro Boy. 

In islet that deck the .western wave, 

I doom'd the hapless youth to dwell* 
A poor, forlorn, insulted glare, 
A beast that christians boy and sell » 
And in their cruel tasks employ. % 
The mnchrenduring Negro Boy. 

Bis wretched parents long shall mourn, 
Shah* long explore the diftaat main* 

In hopes to see the youth return, 
Put aU their hopes and aigb sare vain, 



They never shall the sight feujoy 
Of their lamented Negro Boy. 

Beneath a tyrants harsh cpmmaiid 

He wears away his youthful prime* 
Far distant from his native lane}, 
A stranger in a foreign clime, ' . , . 
No pleasing thoughts his mind employ, 
A poor dejected Negro Boy. 

But he who walks upon, the wind* 

Whose voice on thunder's heard onhigb, 
Who doth the raging tempest bin'd, 
Or wing the lightning $ rough the sky ; 
In his own time will sure destroy, 
The oppressors of a Negro Bpj. 



THE BANKS OF THE M& . 

XWAS summey and softly th* breezes were 
blowing,- 
And sweetly the mghtiifg&togaug from the tree 
at the foot g€ a rock where the riveuwas flow- 
ing, 
I sat myself dow» on thebanfct of the-Bee. 
IJlow #n lovely Bee, flow o» thou sweet river, 
Thy basks pwreft stream* sha'tt^e dear to me 

* ever. 
For there 1 firstg&ifi'd tbeaf^ctteo and-tivoflr 
Of Jaurie the glory and jvtfe of tlje jfefe 

But now W* gone; front me ant* fefeme thru 

mourning, 
To quell the proud rebels —for glorious » ht, 
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But ah! there's no hopes, of his speedy returning 
To wander again on the bask a of the Dee. 
He*s goue hapless youth > o'er the loud roaring 

billows 
The kindest and sweetest of all the gay fellows 
And left roe to stray amongst the once loved N 

willows, 
The loneliest maid on the banks of the .Dee. 

But time and ray prayers may perhaps yet re- 
store him 
Blest peace may restore ray dear shepherd tome 
And when he returns with such care Til watch 

o'er him, 
He never shall leave the sweet banks of the Dee. * 
The Dee then shall flow all its beauties displaying 
The iambs on its bank*, shall again be seen 

playing. 
While 1 with my Jamie, am carelessly straying, 
And tasting again all the sweets of the De°e. 



PL/WO'S ADVICE, 

fe I YS Pbito* why should man he va'n, 

Since bounteous heav'n has made him great! 
Why lookcth he with iusolent disdain. 

On those HndeckM with wealth or state ? 
Can splendid robes, or beds of down, 

Or costly gems that deck the fair,—? 
Can all the "logics of a crown 

Give health, or ease the brow of care? 

The scepter'd kin#, the burden'd slave, 
'f he humble and the haughty die j 
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The rich, lie poor, the base, the brate, 
In dost, without distinction, He .* 

Go search the tombs where mooarchs rest, 
, Who once the greatest titles bore ; ' 

The wealth and glory they possessed, 
And all their honours, are no more. 

So glides the meteor through the sky* 

And spreads along a gilded train*. 
Hut when its sfrorMiW beauties die, 

Dissolves to common air again : 
So 'tis with us my jovial souls, 

Let friendship reign* while here we stay ; 
Letfs crown our joys with flowing bowls; 

When Jove commands we must obey. 



GO, GENTLE SIGH, 

Go, gentle sigh, to ease my breast, 
And on Virginia's bosom rest. 
Go, gentle sigh, my heart now swelling, 
'Andin her bosom make thy dVelling. 

Go, gentle sigh; and speed thy way, 
Warm from my heart, without delay i. 
Pour in her ear the love-lorn ditty, 
And sweetly soothe her soul to pfly. 

Return then, gentle sigh, return, 
With rapture glow, with ardour burn t 
Inhal'd by me with bliss past telling. 
My breast shall be thy constant dwelling. 
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THE ROSE TREE. 

Allose tree full id bearing,.. 

Had sweet flowers fair to see ; • 

One rose beyond comparing. 

For beauty attracted me 1 
Tho' eager once to win it, 

Loyely, blooming, fresh and gay ; 
I find a canker in it, , . 

And now throws it far away. 

How fine this morning early, 

Aft soft *htaing 'dear and bright; 
So late I loWjou dearly, 

Tho" lost noVeacli fond delight t 
The clouds teem' big with showers, 

Sunny beams* no more ate seem 
Farewell ye happy hoars, 

Your falsehood has chang<d the* scene. 

TIJE GALLEY SLAVE. 

tra think on my fate ! once I freedom. £njoy«il_^ 

. Wat as happy as b^appy could be, 
But pleasure is fled, even hope is destroy'd, 

A captive, tttes I on the sea. 
J was ta'en by the foe, 'twas the fiat of fate, 

To tear me from her 1 adore ; 
When thought brings to mind my once ^appy 
estate, 
1 sigh 1 while I tug at the oar. 

Hard, hard is my late, Oh 1 how galling my chain 
HT'Bfe* stcand by miserys<<#ait •/ 



And hotfgh Against my tyrants 1 scorn to «ow 
plain, 
Tears gush forth to ease my full heart. 
I disdain e'en to shrink, thopgh 1 feel the sharp 
lash, 
Yet my breast bleeds for her I adore : 
While around irie the unfeeling billows will dash 
I sigh I and still tug at the oar* 

How fortune deceives 1 I had pleasure in tow. 

The port where she dwelt we'd in view* 
But the wish'd nuptial morn was o'erclouded 
with woe, 

And, dear Anna! I hurried from yori. 
Our shaltop was boarded, and I borne away, 

To behold my dear Anna no more x 
But despair wastes my spirits, my form fed* 
decay; . 

He sigh ( d and expirM at the oar. 



THE WAV-WORN TRAVELLER. 

Jb A1NT and wearily, the way-worn traveller 

Plods uncheerilvt afraid to stop t 
Wandering drearily, a sad unraveller 
Of the mazes: toward the mountain's top i 
Doubting, fearing, 
While his course he's: steering,. 
Cottages appearing 
As he's nigh- to drop. * 
Oh 1 how briskly then the way-worn traveller 
Treads the mazes towards the mountains top t 
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Though so Tnelanehply, day has passM fry* 

'Twould be folly now to think on't more » 
Blithe and jolly he the cag holds fast hy, 
As he's sittfrfg at the goat-herd* door, 
Eating, quaffing. 
At past labours laughing, 
Better far, by half, in 
Spirits than before » 
Oh 1 how merry then the rested traveller 
Seems, while sitting at the goat-herds door. 



WHEN 0»R COUNTRY CALtS $ AR1KS. 
ByMr. LCron. 

^tVh£N otir country' calk to arinsv 

Native zeal inflames each breast ; 
Fame display* her dauutless charms, 

Inr every martial splendour drest. 
Vet ia pity' 8 ^P 8 we tread, 

Nor cruelty war's » eapon lave*! 
When a prostrate foeahall pleacj. 

Our greatest glory will be to save. 

Invasion's threat can never affright, 

Our country's wrongs will lead us.*on ; ; 
Justice shall guide us in the fight, 

And mercy when the battled won* 
Then if gasping on the field, 

Some hero draws his latest breath, 
To soft humanity we yield. 

And weep tor a bravo soldier's death. 



M*RY, I BELIEV'D THEE TRUE* 
• By Mr. Moore* 

MARY f I befiev'd thee true, . . 

.And I was blest in thus believmg i 
But now I mourn that e'er I knew 

A girl so fair and so deceiving, 

Few have ever lovM like me, 
Oh ! I have lov'd thee too sincerely t 

And few have e'er deceived like thqev 
Alas 1 deceiv'd me too severely ! 

pare thee well !— yet think awhile . 
' On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee. 
Who no w wottftf rather trtist that smile, 
And die with thee r than live without thee* 

Fare thee well I Til think of thee 1 
Thou leav'st me many a hitter token j 

For sec, distracting woman ! see* ... 
My peace 4s gone, my heart is hrojwn I 
Faretheowelil 
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JURY'S DREAM AT SANDY'S TOMB. 

UD toll'd the *tera heltamfrof iftgilti ; 

When Maty, detected $utitaad» 
To the turf had mrtatefl&er ftij^t. 

Wherein tier ctflU loVetlay clkd. 

How long, my4o^e'*n%l*hfecBjr5ir, ; 
Must my heart in lone anguish comnlajni 
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Hvw Jong ? *%IH in death we're aily'd, 
And fete cannot part us again. 

2i&& ! bark I 'tis a voice from the tomb $ 
* r Come, Mart, (it crierf) come away » 

To partake of thy lover's sad doom, 
Aud rest tbee beside bis cold cfay.* 

1 hear the kind call, a»A4 come, 
Ye friends and companions adieu? 

I haste to my Sandy's dark tomb, 
To die on his bosom, so true. 

1 heaf tbe kind call, sad obey ; 

Ah ! Sandy, receive me, she cried * 
Then breathing a sigh o'er bis clay. 

She hang on his tombstone — ana died ! 



THE LASS OF LOW DEGREE^ 
By <M. G. Lewis.. 

How slow the lingering moments wear, 

Ye hours in pity speed your flight, 
Till Cheviot hills, so fresh aad fair* 

Again shall meet my longing sight 3 
O then what rapture 'twill afford 

Once more those scenes belov'd to see, - 
Where Percy's heart first told its Lord 

He lov'd the lass of low degree. 

No sounding titles grae'd my name, 

No baunteutts kinsmen swclt'd my dower ; 
But Percy sought no high-born dame, 
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B/it Percy sought not wealth or power c 
He sought, a fond, a faithful heart, 

He found the heart he sought in me, 
Be saw me pure and free from aft, 

And leVd the lass of low degree. 



. JOHN ANDERSON, MY JOE. 
By R, Burns, 

fll GHN Andersen, my joe, John, I wonder what 

yon mean, 
To rise so soon in the morping, and sit up so 

late at e'en, . 
Ye'U blear out a' your e'en, John, and why 

should you do so. 
Gang sooner to your bed at e'en, John Anderson 

my joe. . - 

John Anderson, my joe, John, whan nature 

first began 
To try her cano^ hand, John, her mastef-work 

was roaa'f * 
And you amang them a\ John, sae trig frae 

tap to toe, 
Sheprov'd to be nae journey-work, John An. 

derson, my joe. 

John Ahdersony my joe, John* ye were my first 

conceit, 
And ye need nae think it strange, John, tho* [ 

ca'*ye trim and neat; 
Tbo' some folk say ye're aqld, John* I never 

think ye so. 
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Bat I think ye're ay the same to flie, Joftn 
Anderson, my joe. 

John Anderson, royjoe, John, .we've seen our • 

bairns' bairns, 
_And'y«t my de*r , John Anderson, I'm happy in 

your arms. 
AudjMieare yew mine, JoJmj, Km *ure ye'il 

near say no, , 

TW th*e days am gane that we have seen, 

John Anderson my joe: • -' 

John Anderson, my joe, John, what pleasure 

does it gie, ^ 
Tosee^ae many sprouts, John, spring ftp 'tween 

. yon and me, 
And ilka lap" and Jaw j John, in ©w 4*>oWtep# to 

go, . i • 

Makes perfect heaven here on earth, Jofan £n- 

deison r my joe. - 

John Anderson, My jodj John*, whan we were 

first acquaint* 
Your locks were likte the raw** your bonny 

brow was' brent, 
But now your beatfs itatfrt baty f J&tth jdur 

locks ape likstfc&saoWy • • • 
Yet blessing* on y our- frosty pow, John Ander- 
, «ob,»yjoe. 

John Anderson, my joe, Jfeta* toe yew to year 

we>e patt* 
And sodft that year mm eottUi Jofctf, wifrbriog 

m to outlast. 



m 

But let nae that affright ns John* pur hearts 

were ne'er our foe. 
While id innocent delight we lif'd, John An* 

derson, my joe. 

John Anderson, my joe, John, we elamh the 

hilt thegither. 
And raony a canty day, John, wo*?e had wi' 

ane anither ; 
Now we maim totter down, John, but band in 

hand we'll go, 
And we'll sleep thegither at the foot* John A* 

deifon r nijrjoe, 

Tflfc NEGRO S COMPLAlKT. 

FoKCD from home and all its pleasures, 

Afric's coasi 1 left forlorn, 
To increase a stranger •§ treasures* 

O'er the swelling billow* borne. 
Why did all-creating nature, 

Mafee the plant far which we toil } 
Sight must fan it* tears must water, 

JSndtest care must dress the soil I 

I# there, as yon sometimes tell «s, 
Is there one who reigns on high ? 

Bat be bid you buy and sell us, 
Speaking from his throne v the sky | 

He, forseemg what vexations 
Africa spoi would undergo, 

Fix'd their tyrant's habitations 

. Where his whirlwind* answer— Ho \ 
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